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georgeO'brien 

kh8 life story is like a book on adventure 
his travels through europe, asia and south i 
america save him wide knowledge. of many 
languages and customs. way back in 1920 he 
persuaded tom mix to put him on as a camera- 
man at a rodeo. three years later found him 
in front of a camera. a break in a movie 
established him as a stab. he has been 
Going strong since/ 



TO PROVE HE DOES HIS OWN DANGEROUS 
SCENES, HE'S BEEN INJURED MORE THAN 
TWENTY-FIVE TIMES WHILE MAKING 

. PICTURES/ 
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bOUBl€~hAKRELL€0 W£ST£»N THWLL STO&Y BASCD ON Ttj£ 
MONOGRAM *ILM Of TN£ SAME NAME... 




BART KANE AW HIS GANG OF BANDITS HAD MOVED IN ON MESQUITE COUNTY; 
WHEN THEY MOVED IN LAW AND Of?DER MOVED OUT. THEY TOPPED THEIR' RECORD 
OF CCIME WHEN THEY HELD UP THE WAGON EXPRE5S THAT WAS CARRYING 
GOLD BULLION FROM EAGLE PA5S TO CLAYVILLE- 




YOU'LL SWING FOR THIS, ) ONE MORE 1 
KANE. THIS IS Ml^DBR. ,/CRACk OUT 
OF YOU AN£> 
THERE'LL BE: TWO , 
DEAD... UNLOAD THAT t 
STUFF, MEN. 




MW,OH}MAW/ 

LOOK AT THIS 
RE, NICE, NEW 
ININ' GOLD 
'.toMto*MtoHHl 



'G'WAN BACK. TO TOWN AND TELLTiiAT 
■WHITE-LIVEKEP SHERIFF WHO HlvJACKED 
^OUR GOLD. HE DOESN'T DARE 
ANYTHING ABOUT IT/ 



mAT I 
CKED 9 
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A««J DAYS LATER A SPECTACULAR FIGURE 
RIDES UP TO THE PRY GULCH BAR. IN EAGLE PASS 




51. BART KANE. I 
HEAR YOUR NAME W 
SONORA.l LIKE SOME 
TIME TO MEET YOU' 



VOW GET THIS MY FRIEND 
YOU'RE NORTH OF THE 
BORDER AND WE DON'T LIKE 
YOU FELLOWS CUTTING 

THIS IS MY TERRITORY 
AND YOU'LL LIVE 
LONGER IF YOU 
MOVE SOMEWHERE 




^SURE, I SAWY. BUT^ 
MAYSE YOU, TOO LIVE 
LONGER IF \ STAY 
RIGHT HERE. WHAT 
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KANE DECIDES TO LET EL 
VOLTAGE JOIN HIS GANG.TWEY 
ASK FLAMMING A RAtD ON JOHN 
BOWEN'S "RANCH TO'RUSTLE. 
CATTLE A>J*D IKVrtC A VOLTAGE 

TO GOALOM&, 



/THE PLAN CAN'T MISS. W ^ ZE 
BOWEN HRS NO ONE \BEfttJTiFUL 
AT THE RANCH EXCEPT ) 5ENCWITA. 
HIS PAUGHTEC WAWCY./ ZAT S" 
: OG EL 
VOLTAGE 

c 



VOU SEWOR, TAKE THE ^J S/, /SIX. 

13&CK APPROACH AND KEEP ) I FLY 
A SHARP EYE OPE.N.. j^\ LIKE THE 
EAGLE. 
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& YOU'LL HEACMoee>5 
■( A90UT THIS, KANE-)/ 


V AND SO WILL YOU Ml 
HAYES. ^EXT TIME YOU ) 
WON'T GET THE* DROP V 
' ^ON ME-^— < " 


T ML 
J 111 


-^\'^ 


^S&it ' ~*Sj& 
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1 r-iillw Af/? 
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&i<f J AH . 5£W0etTA,NAJlLL vou ^ 




%5»I MAKE DANCE WITH ME"? \ 


f~tr\ 


'f she£. &UTSE IfCAiErUL*^ 




OF MY TOES MSAX HAVEN'TJ 




V 1 MET YOU SOMEWHERE .^j 




brv. BE-FOJ?FP rfT**'* x ^Bi 








/jP^**w //-* ^-^Br^- i^H 
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/ SOT /Tf YOU'RE TIM 
HAVES.' WHAT AGE VOU POIM& 
IN., 




[ W6.LL, U/AtATDO yOUATA/OW/ 
I'VE GOT THE GREAT TiM 
HAVES IN THE HOLLOW OF MY 
HAWO. I'VE WAITED ALONG 

x_ TIME FOG. THIS/ 
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K*T£ U/AS OA/C£ WLOV£ W/TU T/M AWb 




WAS BfTT£1?£.Y O/SArPOWTep WHEW 




H£ L££T £AGL£ 7XSS fo£ £L WJfl 




/yoU KNOW 1 *X^/M SO/Z&Y, KATE 7^ 




STILL LOVE VOU f 1 BUT I'M IN LOVE 




S TIM. j^g^i WITH A GIRL IN / 




-~^flF3kf^. %, ^V^ EL PASO -^V" ' 




\\Sm\ ^v^J^-J 


• 






>i| 




a\j A ^S^di 
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X /Wl 






T/M SOOA/ Oi/r £>/S7AA/C£S <¥/S 7>t/#S-0£*?S 
BUT /V07" B££01?£ A BULLET MC/C-^ -V/T 
S#OVlP£^. -HE HEAOS FQf?THE gQWEAJ 1?A^CH, 



? MAY I COME IN? I NEED 

' SOME HELP. I'LL EH PLAIN 

THESE DUOS LATEE 
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AT mr BoweM kancu. U_-^^SK 




WITH T/M OUT OF T//E WAY, KAM£'S GA/VG 
PLANS TO T?A/P T#£ BOWEM KAfJChf AGAIN. 
XAT£ OVGHU£A1lS THZT-LAA/. 
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A?AT£ fteAfotse- 




rt'W 


FUL OVE1ZB£T#AY- 




JraVvP 


fA/G TtMD£C/D€S 
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7X> WARM T#£ 
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KAA/E'STL-AA/S.. 
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''THIS '5 TlM HAYE5, SHERIFF. I'M AT ^ 
JOHN BOWEN'S RANCH. BART KANE AWp " 
HIS GANG A(5E GOING TO RAiD THE. 
RANCH THIS AFTERNOON. PON'TSTOP 
THEM. LET THEM COME. BUT YOU 
FOLLOW THEM WITH A POSSE AND 
SURROUND THEM, THAT WAV YOU'LL 
GET THE VJHOLE GA*& 

o*xy, 72**, 

COL//UT &V Af£. 



J SLINKY, YOU AND UOE TAK.E. 

THE BACK OF THE HOUSE.. 

SUTCH,TEX,AMDME'LL TAKE THE 
•FROWT. BLACKY, YOU TAKE CA^E 

OF THE HORDES _ 

OKAY, (?OSS. 
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j \ 

GOoO 
SVE, 
TIM/ 


sf\\( i'llbe see-) 
tL«LJ\\//Vg «3^k( 

■ 15^*4 'if CA,?E c* 1 

J /«^*<L/( VOUKSELF, 
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A CHANCE THROW WITH A ROPE 
WAS REFERRED TO AS A'LAY* 



A "BOS RIDER' WAS A RIDER WHO 
ROAMED OVER THE RANGE AND 
PULLED MIRED CATTLE FROM'Bas- 
KOLES* OR'PCrr-HOlES- 
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XHMmete was an unbranoed 

ANIftALOF UNKNOWN OWNERSHIP 
*CBITTEB*V*S ANOTHER NAME TO 
DESIGNATE CATTLE. 
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Chief Blackbird's Skull 

Jaom ihst SvaptooJi o$ fal Jim Tmfrv 



If you ever go up the muddy Missouri River 
past the town of Macy, Nebraska, about 70 
miles up-river from Omaha, you will see a big, 
grassy nill that dominates the countryside on 
the west bank. They call this "Blackbird Hill." 

A thousand miles or more away to the south- 
east, in the City of Washington, D.C., is an e- 
normoua red brick building within sight of the 
White House known as the "Smithsonian Insti- 
tution." 

The Smithsonian is our national museum. It 
is just over 100 years, old, and it houses all of 
the scientific curiosities you can think of. If 
y,ou ever go through it, in the Ethnology sec- 
tion, where the relics of earlier races of man 
are kept, you will see on a shelf a grinning 
skiiU. 

Some of its teeth are missing, and the coarse 
black hair which once covered its pate is gone. 
But this was once the head of a most cunning 
Indian chief, the tribesman who gave his name 
to the hill beside the Missouri— Chief Blackbird. 
For this hili was his tomb, and it was there 
that his skull was found and sent to the Smith- 
sonian. 

And this is the story of Chief Blackbird: 

His Indian name — he was of the Omaha tribe 
— was Washinga Shaba. As a boy he was cap- 
tured by the Sioux, and when he escaped he 
returned to his tribe as a warrior. He was in- 
sanely vain : and he loved public admiration so 
much that he threw all caution to the winds in 
battle and dazzled his tribe by his daring. 

One day this handsome young buck went 
down-river to St. Louis with some of the older 
Omahas. The white traders took a fancy to him, 
and -on speaking to him were led to believe that 
he would help them exploit the tribe to which 
he belonged. For Blackbird had no conscience, 
no loyalty. 

They gave him a medal and a paper which 
purported to be a commission as "chief" of the 
Omahas. Blackbird returned to the tribal coun- 
cil and immediately started to exercise his 
newly acquired authority. 

When the first trader arrived, Blackbird de- 
manded to examine his wafts before they were 
offered to the rest of the tribe. When the packs 
were opened, Blackbird took whatever pleased 



him — which amounted to about half the trader's 
supply. 

The trader was not pleased by Blackbird's 
exaction of tribute, but he had no choice. Black- 
bird told him not to cry. "It is true I have 
taken much," he said ; "but for what you have 
left I will make my people trade with you on 
your own terms." 

And that is just what happened. The Omahas 
had to bring all their furs and skins to- Black- 
bird's tipi to trade and had to take what the 
trader offered — no bargaining. When the deal- 
ing was done, the trader showed more profit 
than he had ever made on a single trip before. 
And that was only a start for Blackbird. He 
used the same method with all the other tra- 
ders who visited the Omahas, to the great dis- 
satisfaction of the latter. 

Naturally, it wasn't long before some of the 
tribesmen rebelled against Blackbird. But the 
traders gave Blackbird a supply of powerful 
"medicine" — arsenic — and told him how to ad- 
minister it. The chief thereupon began to ac- 
quire a reputation as a "medicine man" gifted 
with supernatural powers. Whenever a warrior 
opposed Blackbird or objected to his high- 
handed rule, the chief would be able to predict 
that the upstart would die within a certain 
time. And every time Blackbird made a pre- 
diction, it came true like clockwork. 

^Naturally, such wonderful "magic" struck ter- 
ror into the hearts of the Omahas, and nobody 
dared offend Blackbird in the slightest way. 
Nobody, that is, except Little Bow. Now, Little 
Bow was popular and well- liked in the tribe^ 
and the warriors trusted him. His opposition to 
Blackbird presented a serious threat to the lat- 
ter's reign of terror. So Blackbird decided to do 
away with Little Bow. 

Little Bow returned one day from a hunting 
trip. His squaw was preparing a meat stew, but 
Little Bow's sixth sense warned him that 
something was wrong. When she brought his 
bowl of meat. Little Bow did not eat it but 
made his squaw eat it instead. As she lay 
dying, she confessed that Blackbird had forced 
her to mix some of his terrible "medicine" with 
the meat in order to kill her husband. 

Blackbird's secret "magic" was now revealed. 
Little Bow and 200 of the Omahas moved away 
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and built » separate village further up the ri- 
ver. This was the beginning of the split in the 
Omaha ' tribe. But Blackbird became more and 
more tyrannical as the years passed. He mur- 
dered his own wife, but was never punished. He 
was the law. 

Then came the year when smallpox struck 
the Omaha camps. More than two-thirds of the 
tribesmen died, or facing death, committed sui- 
cide. Blackbird was stricken with the others. 
Knowing that he would die. Blackbird gave or- 
ders for his burial. 

Now, with Indians, death is the greatest 
event in life. The chiefs generally went to great 
lengths to make a proper exit from this world. 
And so did Blackbird. 

He had himelf dressed in his finest battle 
dress of buckskins. On his head he wore his 
most ' magnificent war bonnet. His face was 
painted, and his best horse was brought out 
and saddled. 

As soon as the hand of Death closed Black- 
bird's eye, he was tied upright in his saddle, 
his bow fastened in one hand and his shield and 
quiver hung over his shoulder. With him went 
his pipe and medicine bag. a supply of dried 
meat and tobacco, flint, steel and tinder to light 
his pipe and the trophies and scalps he had 
taken in battle. 

Thus supplied, he was ready to cross over to 
the Happy Hunting Ground. 

So they carried Blackbird, astride his favor- 
ite horse, to the top of the hill. There a shallow 
cave or hole had been dug : and the horse was 
ted into it, while all the chief's surviving rela- 
tives gathered round. 

The rigid horseman was so placed that as he 
had requested before he died, he might "still 
see the white men coming up the river to trade 
with . his people." Then stones and turf were 
laid up over the dead Blackbird and his horse. 

According to the legend as told by the Oma- 
ha;, the horse was buried alive, but this hardly 
seems possible, if Blackbird hoped to ride its 
spirit into the other world. It is more likely 
that Blackbird's relatives strangled the animal, 
in accordance with the Omaha custom after the 



mound had been sufficiently raised to support 
its body. 

But Blackbird was a very vain man and was 
given to some original thoughts. He may have 
dreamed that he should be buried in this, 
fashion, and if so, the dream would have been 
enough for .him to order this departure from 
custom. Indians usually obeyed their dreams, 
which they believed were omens from the Great 
Spirit himself. 

At any rate, there, high above the "Yellow 
Bluffs" of the wide Missouri stood this natural 
memorial to the greatly-feared Chief of the Om- 
ahas. Four years after his death, his tomb was 
visited by Lewis and Clark, en route to explore 
the great Northwest. 

And two- score years or so later, the great 
artist George Catlin halted at the spot to pay 
his respects to Blackbird, who by this time had 
become - almost legendary as a super- powerful 
"medicine man." Catlin painted the scene and 
wrote a poem in which he accused the white 
traders of having connived at Blackbird's mur- 
ders by poison. 

Then, strangely enough; Catlin dug into the 
grave and uncovered the bones of the great 
chief. And when he returned to the capital, the 
artist turned over to the curator of the Smith- 
sonian a grinning skull, from whose jaws some 
of the teeth were missing, with high cheek 
bones and only the dried hints of the flesh that 
had once covered the whitening bones. 

So although Missourians will tell you that 
the great Chief Blackbird 'lies buried in that 
commanding hill whose summit is surmounted 
by an Indian burial njound, actually all that is 
left of the mortal remains of the Omaha tribal 
chief is the skull that you will find gathering 
dust on the shelf in the Ethnology section of 
the Smithsonian Institution, a thousand miles 
away from the region where Blackbird's name 
once was mentioned only in awed whispers, like 
that of the Evil Spirit, lest his malevolent 1 "ma- 
gic" cause one to die, agonized in convulsions, 
in the night. 

But the vain old scoundrel probably doesn't 
care what happened to his bones; his spirit pro- 
bably hovers over his hill ; . delighted to know 
that even now, a century and a half after his 
death, white men still come to visit the spot 
where he and his "magic medicine" were finally 
buried . 
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'Abie hat is a compost especially when 

you are bdins in a place where there 

is no s hade to protect you r head and 

■ j - i neck from the sun, i 



THE BIS CROWN SERVES MANY PUR- 
POSES, A COWBOY CAN FILL IT WITH '. 
WATER FOG HIS PONY, WHEN IT IS »• 
DIFFICULT FOR HIM TO SET AT IT. 
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pieos^ 




AH THINK AH'LL RIOEOUT AN SEE MA OL' 
FRIEND "GOODHEARTED JOE') THET RUNS TH 
REST FARM WHAR OL' BROKEN DOWN AN 
WORN OUT COW TOSS'S CAN LIVE IN CLOVER 
FO' TH' REST 0' THAR LIVES/ 




howoy.'goodheartedT SOB, BLUBBER, I 

JOE" HOW'S ALL TH'/ THEY IS ALRIGHT| 
OL' HOSS'S r-TrA TODAY PECOS, - 
/ / -B--BUT-SOB, SOB 
T\f \ THEY WON'T BE 
> A (LONG--- SOB, SOB- 
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/ 



SOB,— YO SEE PECOS.AH IS NEARLY \" 
BROKE, — SOB, SOB, ---AN' 

WIFOUT MO' PAY AM CAN'T BUY 
ANYMORE HAY- 
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HOT DAWS .'MY WORRIES 
ARE OVER, ALL AH 
GOTTA DO IS WIN 
THET RACE.' 
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LATER--- I f THEY TELL ME YO' IS 
^ TH' SMARTEST RAT IN 

TOWN "SHOO FLY MOE", IF YO CAN 




OKAY, SADDLE UM UP SHOO FLY 
AN' RIDE UM ALL NIGHT, AH 'LL ^ 
WAIT HERE AN IF PECOS WAKES 
UP AH'LL PUT UM BACK TA SLEEP. 
HEH, HEH 





AN- SO ALL NIGHT 
LONG SHOO FLY 
RIDES POOR DEW- 
DROP AS FAST AS 
HE COULD GO * „ 
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^COME ON,DEWDROP GET GOIN'.'lF WE 
DON'T WIN, IT'LL BREAK 
GOOD OL' GOODHEARTED JOE'S 
GOOD OL' GOODHEARTED HEART 





OH, IT'S NO USE,— 

BUT WAIT,— 

AH HAS AN IDEA; 
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THEN- 


( LOOK .'D- DO YOU 
»\SEE WHUTAH SEE'S? 
l( PECOS IS IN THE 
m RACE AFTERALL ' 




mm 




Willi 
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i^ Jjl ■ i 
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YIPEEE.' LOOK 


( NOW.HE'S 


Voooh —NOW 1 


AT PECOS SO/ 


I CAUSHT UP ) HE'S PASSED 




iwiFUM'.' 


AALL OF THEM. 




^^"M* 


^T^lli^aft?? 
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f JUDGE, JUDGE, — .THAT AIN'T ) (\00Wi: 
BUR, PECOS CAN'T WIN j—^^ltft^'- 




SORRY, 01 RTYFOOT YOU RAT, 

BUT IT IS FAIR, PECOS AN' HIS 
HOSS CROSSED TH' FINISH LINE 
FIRST---#N THAR ISN'T NOTHIN' 
IN TH' RULES THET SAVS 




WHICH IS TA RIDE WHICH— TH' MAN OR 
TH HOSS,--- SO PECOS BILL 
SOB.SOB, "~^V AN' DEWDROP WINS 

ALL IS LOST, 



HOORAY, HOORAY, OH WHUT UH HAPPY 
DAY .'--- NOW THAR'LL BE PLENTY 0' 

AN' THARS NO NEED FO'ME 
TA BE BLUE?— 'CAUSE 
THANKS TA PECOS TH'OL 
'S WAL NEVER BE 
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PLAYING HIS OPENING ROLE SMOOTHLY. THAT OF 
A TEXAN ON THE RUN. JOHN DRUM LETS' HIMSELF 


BE CORNERED BY SHERIFF 8EARDEN IN OARNABY'S 


GENERAL STORE. 


.IN AND JULIE ANNE WATCH AS 


BEARDEN QUESTIONS DftUM--^ 


Kg^T 


BT-5HprS 
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I^Sf YOU'RE WANTED 


15,000 ^? 


-- . -:- 


■£[ DOLLARS WORTH. I'LL 


HAVE THAT . 




g^ COLT..,.. STAND TO 


JNE SIDE A 




g? LADIES.- 
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LATER THAT NIGHT DRUM TAKE JULIE ANNE'S 
HORSE AND CAUTIONS HER NOT TO SCREAM 
THREATENING TO CHOKE HER/" 
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CALICO ARGUES WITH WHIT ABOUT A ROBBERY HE 

WANTS TO COMMIT. THEY FIGHT AND DRUM SHOOTS 
THE GUN OUT OF HIS HAND f 




WHIT AND HIS MEN DRIVE OFF A HERD 
OF HORSE* WOUNDING ONE OF THE 
NIQHTRIDERS.DRUMIS LEFT BEHIND WITH 
THE SIRLS/' 




WH1T TAKES THE HORSES TO THE ADOBE WELLS 
ARMY REMOUNT STATION TO SELL. A3 HE IS ABOUT 
TO SIGN THE BILL OF SALE A PATROL OF CAVALRY 
MEN ARE HEARD RIDING \Wf 





WHIT 1MME0IATLY JUMPS ON THE HORSE 
CALICO HAS BEEN HOLDING FOR HIM AND 
THEY RIDE OFF PURSUED BY A PATROL OF 
CAVALRYMEN f 




( GET'EM MEN/" K 


-& *\B| 


r^\ ^. 


i»J 


'^^^§M 
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WHIT AND HIS HENCHMEN HOLE UP IN A NARROW PASS 
AND A BATTLE TAKES PLACE. TWO OUTLAWS ARE KILLED 
BUT WHIT AND CALICO E3CAPEBY STEALING TWO OF 
THE CAVALRY HORSES ANO RACING OFF--" 
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THEY STOP AT A HIDEOUT CABIN WHERE 
LIN, JULIE AND DRUM ARE WAITING. THAT 
NIGHT LIN ASKS DRUM TO GO FOR A WALK 
BUT LATER TELLS HIM IT WAS SO THAT 
JULIE AND WHIT COULD BE ALONE J f 




THE WSXT DAY DRUM GOES TO BARNABY's STORE 
WHERE HE MEETS SHERIFF BEARDEN WHO WASN'T 
KILLED AT ALL. HE AND DRUM ARE IN CAHOOTS. DRUM, 
THROUGH A SERIES OF DRAWINGS. SHOWS THE SHERIFF 
WHERE WHIT IS HIDINGS 




DRUM THEN GOES TO THE" PALACE' WHERE LIN 
SINGS. LIN IS ASKED 8Y EBIN MARTIN, SUPERINTENDENT 
OF THE DEADWOOD MINE CORP, TO MARRY HIM AND 
GO AWAY WITH HIM. SHE REFUSES AS DRUM WATCHES 
AMUSED'' 






DRUM FOLLOWS HER TO HER DRESSING ROOM 
WHERE SHE CONFSSES HER LOVE FOB HIM.-* 




f\ \ ^^*9/ (mi 



THE NEXT DAY DRUM AND THE GIRLS GO ON 
ANOTHER FICTITIOUS HUNTIN' TRIP LEAVI NG WORD 
WITH 8ARNABY. E8IN MARTIN, WHO IS USING 
WHIT TO RUIN THE MINE SO HE CAN BUY IT 
CHEAP, FINDS OUT WHO DRUM BEALLY IS WHEN 
TAP LAWRENCE SPILLS THE BEANS.-" 
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WHIT GIVES DRUM A FIGHTING CHANCE. HE LETS HIM 
RUN FOR IT TOXIN 6 CALICO HE CAN USE THE RIFLE 
BUT WHEN CALICO GOES TO FIRE THE RIFLE JAMS - 
DRUM RIDES OUT OF SIGH V 




WHIT AND CALICO PART WHEN CALICO 
DISCOVERS WHIT PURPOSELY JAMMED THE 
RIFLE BUT AS THEY ARE ABOUT TO LEAVE... 




SHERIFF BEARDEN AND DRUM.WHO HAS JOINED 
THE POSSE, CAPTURE WHIT AND CALICO. THE 
OTHER OUTLAWS ESCAPE;" 




UN PLEADS WITH DRUM TO LET WHIT SO BUT HE 
REFUSES, SAYING HE IS AN ARMY OFFICER WITH A 
JOB TO 00/- 




THE PARTY REACHES A SMALL FORT WHERE 
MARTIN HAS JUST ARRIVED BY STAGE. HE ACTS 
SURPRISED TO SEE THE SHERIFF AND LEARN 
THAT WHIT HAS BEEN CAPTURED.^ 



EVERYONE AT THE PORT IS TALKING ABOUT THE 
RETURN OF RED CLOUD" A WARMNS INDIAN 
CHIEFTAIN/' 
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Reducing Specialist Says: 

LOSE WEIGHT 

where it shows most 

REDUCE 

ijt"i°™y; , j "u^ most any part of the body with 

SPOT REDUCER 




"Thonki to the Spot R«. 



